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of the dead cities of the Zuyder Sea. But actually as much
tonnage passes through its streets all day and all night
as goes down Fifth Avenue—at seven in the morning. At
any rate a couple of decades ago, as you know, Senator
Du Pont said he would lay down a monument a hundred
miles high across the State, and the resulting Du Pont
highway carries a hell of a lot of traffic. But I don't know
whether it is the Du Pont Highway that goes through
Hollyoak or only one of its tributaries. I don't know anything
about the Diamond State, except that it is—or some people
say it isn't—called after the terrapin of its waters. ... At
one time if you hired a slave in this State you had to contract
to feed him terrapin only three times a week. Nowadays
you have to pay about a dollar an inch for terrapin ... as
much as for some diamonds. It is progress, progress, progress
all the way.
§
Because terrapin is pretty good eating. Pretty good! , . .
And if you have to pay a dollar an ounce for it you know
that it's good.* .
Educational, that's what that is.
§
As we pass him, that dark-featured Oriental with the
almond eyes, the tip of the nose boring into the upper lip,
the heavy black moustache sweeping away to left and to
right bestows on me through the bus window a sardonic
glance. The eyes dilate for an instant and then are suddenly
extinguished . . . expressionless. As if he had recognized
me and did not want it known.
§
But don't believe that anything more romantic than that
is going to happen. He may have been a French police spy,
* The pained (at any exaggeration) but still patient New Yorker,
at Washington, D,C., makes the constatation that the actual price to
the retailer of the six-inch terrapin at the moment of making the ob-
jection is $42 per dozen in Washington. (The terrapin farmer gets
$23.)

